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THE     STOEY    OF    BABIL    AND    BIJOU. 


Melusine,  Queen  of  Fairyland,  having  been  deprived  of  her  kingdom 
for  the  crime  of  wedding  a  mortal,  flies  with  her  daughter,  Bijou,  to  her 
husband's  cot,  to  find  that  he  has  shared  her  punishment  and  died  for  the 
offence.  The  usurpers  of  her  throne,  Skepsis  and  Pragma  (King  and 
Queen  of  the  Gnomes)  know  that  they  can  never  securely  reign  until  they 
possess  Melusine's  Crown,  Sceptre,  and  Eobes,  and  for  the  purpose  of 
obtaining  possession  of  them,  pursue  her,  but  on  discovering  her  retreat, 
find  that  they  have  arrived  too  late,  for  Melusine  has  in  the  meantime, 
given  her  regalia  to  the  safe  keeping  of  her  late  ministers  and  friends, 
viz.  :—Mistigris,  Spirit  of  the  Earth—  Wanda,  Spirit  of  the  Waters — and 
Azurine,  Spirit  of  the  Air,  who  each  promise  to  hide  them  in  the  deepest 
recesses  of  their  respective  domains. 

Seventeen  years  elapse,  and  Bijou,  grown  up  to  womanhood,  has  been 
concealed  in  the  Rosewood  Forest,  and  brought  up  as  a  companion  of  the 
villagers,  and  Phassalis,  Prince  of  Zanzoozee,  who  has  abdicated  his  throne, 
and  disguised  himself  as  a  Forester,  wins  the  hand  and  heart  of  Bijou. 
During  all  this  time  Skepsis  and  Pragmx  have  vainly  endeavoured  to 
discover  Bijou,  in  order  that  she  might  be  wedded  to  their  son,  Porthos, 
and  on  the  very  day  of  Bijou  s  Nuptials,  finds  her  whereabouts  and  would 
cast  their  evil  spells  over  her,  but  for  the  timely  arrival  of  Melusine,  who 
appears  to  her  daughter,  Bijou,  and  gives  her  Twelve  Golden  Eggs, 
possessing  a  power  by  which  she  can  protect  herself — the  breaking  of  each 
egg  securing  for  its  owner  any  wish  that  may  be  desired.  Melusine  also 
tells  her  daughter,  Bijou,  her  real  rank,  and  exhorts  her  to  endeavour  to 
gain  the  lost  regalia,  and  so  recover  her  birthright  and  power. 

Bijou,  with  her  betrothed,  Babil,  now  assisted  by  Mistigris,  proceed  to 
discover  the  Robes,  Crown  and  Sceptre,  they  pass  thro'  many  adventures, 
visiting  the  depths  of  the  sea,  the  expanse  of  the  air,  and  the  confines  of 
the  earth.  During  their  travels  they  constantly  encounter  Skepsis,  Pragma, 
and  their  imps,  who,  in  various  disguises,  endeavour  to  foil  them ;  at  last 
the  missing  Crown  and  Sceptre  are  recovered  from  the  earth  and  water, 
and  lastly,  the  Robes  are  restored  to  them  by  one  Princess  Fortinbrasse, 
who  has,  through  their  power,  become  Queen  of  Atalantes,  the  Silver  City 
of  the  moon,  but  who,  on  finding  they  are  the  property  of  Bijou,  returns 
them  to  their  rightful  owner.  Thus  Bijou  recovers  her  birthright,  Babil 
is  permitted  to  marry  her,  and  Skepsis  with  his  wicked  party  are  overthrown. 


BABIL     AND     BIJOU, 


ACT  I- 


Scene  I. 
A  GLADE  IN  THE  EOSEWOOD  FOKEST. 

Night.    An  overhanging  rock,  iui.,  under  which  is  a  rude  shed. 

Enter  Melusine  disguised  in  rags,  she  bears  Bijou  in  her  arms. 

Mel.  Mistigris,  Mistigris,  where'er  you  be,  come  to  me, 

Nestled  in  some  hollow  tree, 
Burrowed  in  some  leafy  shade, 
If  you  be  within  the  glade, 
Eouse  thee.     Off  dull  slumber  shake. 
Mistigris,  dear  sprite,  awake. 

Enter  Mistigeis  and  kneels  to  Mel. 

Mis.    Here  mistress,  here,  my  queen  of  faery. 

Mel.  A  queen  no  longer.  The  working  classes  in  fairyland  have  revolted. 
Skepsis  and  Pragma  are  proclaimed  king  and  queen,  and  their  goblin  son, 
Porthus,  is  Prince  Royal.  My  crime  was  loving  a  mortal,  they  watched  my 
secret  visits  to  my  husband  here. 

Mis.    Who  betrayed  your  secret  ? 

Mel.  (holding  out  child)  Here  is  the  little  traitor,  my  child,  my  Bijou. 
On  the  revolt  I  fled  with  her  hither.  Wanda,  the  water  sprite,  and  Azurine, 
spirit  of  the  air,  shared  my  flight,  pursued  by  Skepsis  and  his  host.  Where 
is  my  husband,  Launcelot? 

Mis.  (turning  from  her)  Alas!  at  the  hour  your  child  was  born  your 
husband  died. 

Mel.  (dazed)  Dead,  my  husband  dead — dead  ! 

Mis.    Your  spirit  love  consumed  his  life. 

Mel.     Oh  cruel  fate  to  be  immortal.     I  cannot  die. 

[  places  babe  on  pallet  overpowered  with  grief. 

Music.    Enter  Wanda  and  Azurine. 
Wan.     Skepsis  and  his  host  are  upon  us. 
Azu.     Fly,  beloved  queen. 

Mel.  I  defy  them.  They  may  seize  me,  but  never  my  power.  Wanda, 
Spirit  of  the  Waters,  take  my  diadem,  (gives  crown)  Secrete  it  in  the  ocean. 
Azurine,  Spirit  of  the  Sky,  my  robes,  (gives  robes)  Let  your  winds  hide  them 
in  the  farthest  nook  of  heaven.  Mistigris,  Spirit  of  the  Earth,  bury  my 
sceptre.     Away ! 

[music.     Azu.  flies  upward.    Mis.  sinks   through   trap.      Wan.  sinks 
through  vampire.     Mel.  assumes  defiant  attitude,  (c.) 


Enter  SKErsis,  Pragma,  Porthos,  Crassis,  and  a  crowd  of  Gnomes,  Imps,  etc., 
who  surround  Melusine. 

CHORUS    (Her old). 

In  vain  she  tries  to  fly  us, 

'Tis  folly  to  defy  us ; 
Good  fortune's  bless'd  our  undertaking, 

Our  toil  is  not  in  vain. 
The  queen  a  prisoner  fast  be  making, 

She  ne'er  shall  reign  again  ; 
Bear  her  away,  vict'ry  crowns  the  day, 
For  aye  destroy'd  is  all  her  sway. 

Skep.     Victory  !  seize  the  dethroned  queen  and  her  child. 

Mel.  Fool!  Without  the  magic  regalia  you  cannot  reign  in  fairyland, 
my  child,  Bijou,  will  live  to  wear  them. 

Pra.  Your  daughter,  half  fairy,  half  mortal,  cannot  inherit  the  crown  of 
fairyland. 

Mel.  She  can.  She  may  elect  to  remain  on  earth  in  human  form,  or 
assume  her  mother's  shape  and  become  immortal. 

Skep.  Seize  her,  Elves !  Your  child  shall  live  to  wed  our  elfin  son, 
and  confirm  our  gnome  dynasty,  while  you,  Queen  Melusine,  linger  in  our 
dungeons. 

Mel.  runs  towards  the  child.    Pop.  waves  his  hand.    Mel.  is  seized  by 
Cra.  and  Gnome.   Skep.  stamps,  and  Mel.  and  Gnomes  descend. 

Skep.     Now  for  the  child,      [is  advancing  when  Protecting  Spirits  appear, 

CHORUS   OF  PROTECTING  SPIRITS  (A.  Adam). 

Guardian  spirits  o'er  thee  sleeping, 

Spread  their  angel  wings  and  charm, 
O'er  thy  couch  their  vigil  keeping 

Watch,  protecting  thee  from  harm. 
Go,  ye  sylphs,  and  draw  a  circle, 

These  pure  sylvan  glades  around; 
Nought  of  mischief  or  of  evil, 

Shall  within  its  shades  be  found. 
Lost  by  love,  the  old  regalia, 

Shall  by  love  recovered  be, 
Till  that  hour  no  base  usurper, 

Can  reign  over  Faery. 
[Cra.,  Skep.  Prag.  and  Por.  are  waved  off  r.  by  Faries  who  retire  l. 

Scene  II. 

THE    GNOME'S    GLEN. 

A  Weird  Landscape  with  leafless  trees. 

Enter  Crassis. 
Cra.  Melusine  thinks  she  can  baffle  me, 

A  total  error  as  she  soon  will  see, 
Where  the  regalia  be  hidden  now, 
In  earth,  or  air,  or  sea,  to  find,  I  vow. 
By  magic  art  shall  quickly  be  revealed 
Where  are  the  treasures  that  we  seek  concealed. 
Thus  Skepsis  and  his  Queen  shan't  strive  in  vain, 
But  o'er  Melusine  a  triumph  gain. 


Enter  Skepsis,  Pragma,  and  Porthos. 
Ske.     Mighty  enchanter,  where  first  shall  we  search  ? 
Pra.     Speak,  great  Crassis,  and  also  say  where  to  pounce  upon  Bijou  the 
babe. 
Por.     Porthos  implores  you  to  disclose. 
Cra.    Leave  me  to  work  my  spells,  and  your  desires  shall  be  accomplished. 

QUARTETTE.  {Offenbach) 

Ske.  Pra.  and  Por.  We'll  closely  follow  on  thy  track, 

Soon  will  we  find  the  missing  gem, 
And  to  our  fairyland  bring  back, 

The  priceless,  glitt'ring  diadem  ; 
To  thee,  to  thee,  we  trust  to  thee. 
Omnes.  Away  we  fly,  away  we  fly. 

Ske.  I  see  myself  a  monarch, 

The  king  of  fairyland, 
With  elves  and  fairies  bowing 
'Neath  my  benignant  hand. 
Cra.  Though  fairy  aid  'gainst  us  be  brought, 

We  look  upon  it's  power  as  nought. 

Ske.  Pra.  and  Por.   j  Q°Ur  |  bold  enchanter  stands  i  ^u  [  well  in  need, 

Therefore  we  must  succeed. 
Ske.  A  monarch  free  and  gay  I'll  be. 

Omnes.  Without  delay,  we'll  flee  away. 

[A   LAPSE   OF   SEVENTEEN   YEAJiS.] 

Scene  IIT. 

THRONE  ROOM    IN  THE  PALACE  OF  PRINCE   PHASSIL1S. 

Orzmarino,  Pompano,  and  Court,  discovered.    Phassilis  is  reclining  on  a 

couch. 
CHORUS   (Aubcr). 

Here  we  are,  gay  and  jolly, 

Here  in  sweet  Zanzoozee 
We  bend  our  thoughts  on  folly, 

From  care  and  sorrow  free. 
All  that  we  seek  is  jollity, 

Basking  'neath  the  sun, 
Loving  alone  frivolity, 

Life  should  be  only  fun. 
Time  passes  here  in  pleasure, 

Here  in  sweet  Zanzoozee, 
'Tis  that  alone  we  treasure 

And  live  in  mirth  and  glee. 
Gay  are  we,  passing  our  lives  in  glee, 
All  the  moments  sweetly  gliding, 
Gliding  peacefully  on, 
Gay  are  we,  life  glides  on  in  glee. 

SOLO— Phas. 
So  we  laugh  while  we  may, 

Life's  course  soon  is  run, 
We  gaily  laugh  all  the  day, 

Yes,  we  go  in  for  fun. 
As  we  now  exist  in  clover, 

Let's  be  gay,  while  we  may, 
For  spring-time  soon  is  over.        [repent  Chorus  as  before. 


[directly  after  chorus,  guns  are  heard  firing.    All  appear  surprised  but 
Prince.    Pom.  rushes  in. 
Pom.     Sire  !  Sire  !  the  mob  has  revolted  and  beseiges  the  palace  gates. 
Phas.  (placidly)  I  thought  I  heard  something  ;  let  them  beseige. 
Orz.    Your  Majesty,  latest  by  telephone.     The  populace  are  making  a 
bonfire  of  the  temple. 
Phas.    Let  them  "  fire  away,"  I  don't  live  in  the  Temple. 
Pom.     They  are  led  by  the  idol  of  the  people,  Typocompos. 
Phas.     Then  let's  consult  the  "  Idyll  "  of  the  kings  ;  Auricomus. 
Pom.    See,  he  comes  in  all  his  ancient  glory,  (aside)  Alas,  too  ancient. 

Enter  Auricomus  and  attendants.  music. 

Aur.    Behold  your  ancient  idol.    "What  can  I  do  for  you  ? 

Phas.    We  want  your  aid  to  restore  peace  to  our  city. 

Aur.  Alas !  my  power  has  departed.  Melusine,  the  Fairy  guardian  of 
Zanzoozee  has  disappeared,  her  gentle  sway  has  departed  our  Temples, 
and  I  like  many  deserted  idols  am  tumbling  into  ruin. 

SONG  AND   CHORUS— Auricomus.— "  The  Idol  of  the  hour." 

(Offenbach) 

I  was  the  idol,  favoured  idol  of  the  hour, 

Worshipped  was  I  while  I  held  my  power, 

My  sway  is  passed,  and  now  another's  in  my  place, 

Deep  now  my  sense  of  disgrace. 

I'm  deposed  and  feel  most  wretched, 

Loss  of  power  is  a  shocking  thing, 
'Tis  the  fate,  though,  of  all  idols, 

So  myself  to  bear  it  I  bring. 
Once  they  worshipped  me  most  blindly, 

Now  I'm  out  of  favour  quite, 
And  my  late  friends  say  unkindly, 

Being  done  for,  "  serve  him  right." 
Yes,  I  Avas  the  idol,  favoured  idol  of  the  day, 
But  I'm  deposed  for  another  one  of  clay; 
I/ike  human  idols  all,  at  last  I  lose  my  power, 
And  make  way  for  fresh  gods  of  the  hour. 

Chorus.  Sad  mishap,  poor  old  chap, 

Though  he  once  was  the  idol  of  the  populace, 
By  fate's  frown,  he's  cast  down, 
Gone  is  Auricomus'  sway. 

Pom.    Singing  won't  help  us,  and  the  populace  approach. 

Aur.    Headed  by  my  rival,  Typocompos.  [music. 

Enter  Typocompos,  Hydra,  his  daughter,  dressed  as  the  Goddess  of  Liberty. 
Printers  devils,  etc. 

Aur.  and  Typo.     Don't  he  fancy  himself. 

Typ.  You  all  know  Typocompos  the  idol  of  the  people.  Am  I  not  a 
printer's  "  devil  of  a  fellow." 

Aur.     Is  he  quite  Typocompos — mentis/ 

Typo.    Where  are  my  latest  children  ?    Where  is  Gush  ? 

Aur.     Busy  on  his  leader  p'rhaps. 
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Typo.    And  where's  Truth  ? 

Aur.    Oh  !  he's  a  lost  child  in  the  world. 

Phas.  (aside)  Who  shall  decide  when  idols  disagree  ?  (comes  between  them) 
What  you  do  want  ? 

Typo.    Every  thing  turned  topsey  turvey,  that's  all. 

Aur.    That  means  you  want  our  places, 

Omnes.    We  do,  we  do,  we  do  ! 

Aur.     The  people  are  like  waiters,  furnishing  the  feed  they  never  enjoy. 

Typo,  (aside)  I  want  to  get  my  child  off.  Even  an  ex-president  of  a 
South  American  Republic  I  wouldn't  object  to.  (aloud)  Prince  Phassilis, 
here  is  my  daughter — what  say  you  to  her  ?  [brings  Hyd.  down. 

Phas.  (looking  at  her)  I  don't  want  to  say  anything  to  her  at  all. 

Hyd.     What  charming  manners ; 

Typo.    The  people  desire  to  see  her  seated  beside  you  on  the  throne. 

Hyd.  (aside)  My  first  royal  act  will  be  to  gag  that  intolerable  old  father 
of  mine,  and  give  him  three  months. 

Typo.     On  these  terms  alone  you  may  retain  your  throne, 

Phas.  These  terms  !  Revolting  terms,  at  which  I  revolt.  'Tis  I  their 
Prince  who  throw  off  their  intolerable  yoke  and  rise  against  their  tyranny. 
(taking  off  Coronet)  Catch  my  Coronet,  I  abdicate. 

Omnes.    He  abdicates. 

Phas.    I  leave  my  place — order  in  another  king. 

Typo.  But  sire,  under  the  Employers  Act  you  cannot  leave  without  giving 
a  certain  notice. 

Phas.  Why  not?  What  warning  do  the  people  give  to  Kings  whom 
they  depose  ? 

Hyd.    The  warning  of  a  nation  neglected. 

NEW    SONG    (G.Jacdbi). 

Phas.  I  was  king,  I  was  ruler,  but  I'm  glad  to  throw  it  up, 

And  quit  my  domain  spacious. 

Clio.  Oh,  goodness,  goodness  gracious! 

Phas.  You  may  fancy  we  kings  nought  of  sorrow  ever  sup, 

But  that  is  quite  fallacious. 
Cho.  Oh  goodness,  goodness  gracious  ! 

Phas.  Though  you  think  your  form  correct, 

You're  wrong  in  that  respect ; 
A  truth  that's  most  ungracious. 
For  some  faults  they  will  detect, 
And  say  you  work  neglect. 

Cho.  That's  quite  true,  happens  every  day. 

Phas.  It's  too  hot,  so  I'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 

Then  good-bye  unto  the  boredom  of  my  station. 

It's  too  hot,  so  I'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 

How  jolly  for  a  monarch  such  as  I  ; 

So  ta,  ta. 

Cho.  It's  too  hot,  so  he'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 

How  jolly  for  a  monarch  such  as  he  ; 
Right  you  are. 

Aur.  Like  my  chum  I  was  idol  but  the  "  biz  "  is  overdone, 

And  folks  get  contumacious. 
Cho.  Oh  goodness,  goodness  gracious  ! 
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AuR.  For  a  week  not  an  off'ring,  not  e'en  a  penny  bun, 

In  fact  I  feel  voracious. 

Clio,  Oh  goodness,  goodness  gracious  ! 

Auk.  I've  a  sinking  in  my  chest, 

And  always  have  possessed 
An  appetite  capacious, 
I  once  fed  upon  the  best, 
But  now  I'm  ne'er  a  guest. 

Cho.  That's  quite  true,  happens  every  day. 

Aur.  It's  too  hot,  so  I'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 

Then  good-bye  to  the  profession  of  an  idol. 
It's  too  hot,  so  I'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 
An  orphan,  I  am  cast  upon  the  world, 
So  ta  ta. 

Cho.  It's  too  hot,  so  he'll  trot,  like  a  shot, 

An  orphan  he  is  cast  upon  the  world 
Eight  you  are. 

Typ.  Who's  for  Typocorupos  and  liberty  ? 

Omnes.  All,  all ! 

[exeunt  Typ.,  Hyd.,  and  followers,  all  bowing  mockingly.    Phassilis 
and  Auricomus  alone. 

Pha.    Now  I  am  free  to  fly  to  my  mate. 

Auk.  Take  me  with  you ;  don't  leave  a  respectable  piece  of  old  family 
furniture  to  be  demolished. 

Pha.  Well,  you  shall  share  my  flight.  Disguised  in  gamekeeper's  dresses 
such  as  I  have  nightly  worn  of  late  to  visit  my  sweetheart,  we  can  escape. 

Aur.    Ah  !  a  woman  as  usual.    Sly  dog  !  (nudges  him)  Who  is  she  ? 

Pha.  Bijou.  A  peasant  girl  who  knows  me  only  as  Babil  the  gamekeeper 
—  she  is  a  foundling  adopted  by  the  simple  rustics,  who  have  learned  that  her 
presence  brings  luck  to  them — as  it  has  brought  happiness  to  me. 

SONG — Phassilis—"  I  live  for  her  alone."  (Herold) 

I  live  for  her  alone, 

And  she  only  lives  for  me, 
When  she  becomes  mine  own 

This  earth  a  bright  heav'n  will  be. 
Though  dark  misfortunes  frown, 

Love  bids  me  not  despair, 
Hope  cheers  me  when  cast  down 

And  bids  me  fling  away  grey  care. 

I  live  for  her  alone, 

For  she  is  my  pilot  star, 
That  o'er  my  path  has  thrown 

A  halo  that  nought  can  mar  ; 
Speed  then  the  happy  day 

That  shall  our  loves  unite, 
Fly  foolish  fears  away, 

And  welcome  future  rosy  bright. 

[after  song  exeunt. 

Re-enter  Typo.  Hyd.  guards  and  Tor.'s  train. 
Hyd.    Where  is  the  Prince  ? 
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Omnes.    Flown  ! 

Typo.    He  is  flown,  but  behold  his  ministers. 

[Chick.  Bef.  Pom.  and  Orz.  are  dragged  on. 

Hyd.    To  prison  with  them.    I  give  the  palace  to  plunder  and  destruction, 
and  on  its  ruins  I  erect  my  throne. 


CHORUS    AND    WILD    DANCE.    (Lecocq) 


Over  turned  are  throne  and  sceptre, 
Everybody  now  is  free, 
Henceforth  we  will  equals  be; 
No  one  greater  than  another, 
Every  man  a  "  man  and  brother." 
Let  us  shout  for  liberty, 
For  Liberty — hurrah  ! 
Hurrah !  hurrah  ! 
Rank  is  only  snob-dom, 
We  go  in  for  mob-dom, 
Loudly  shout  out  for  the  people, 
Who  their  freedom  have  obtained, 
And  their  rights  at  last  have  gained. 
Let  the  bells  ring  from  each  steeple. 
We  will  drink  unto  equality, 
Liberty,  equality,  fraternity, 
Our  motto  now  shall  be. 


ENP  of  act  I. 


ACT     II. 


Scene  I. 
BIJOU'S    HUT    IN    THE    EOSEWOOD    FOREST. 

BRIDESMAIDS'  CHORUS    (Rossini). 

Why  does  the  bridegroom  linger  now  ? 

Timidly  waits  the  bride ; 
Ready  to  take  the  solemn  vow, 

That  makes  two  hearts  allied. 
Blushing  she  waits  to  greet  him, 

And,  with  a  fond  smile  meet  him  ; 
Surely,  Fate  won't  defeat  him — 

"Why  does  he  linger  now  ? 

Enter  Buou  dejectedly. 

Bu.  Oh!  where  is  Babil  on  this  our  wedding  morn?  I  never  felt  un- 
happiness  till  now :  I  who  bring  happiness  to  all  they  say.  Is  there  no 
magic  power  in  this  heart  to  send  its  voice  to  where  my  love  lingers  ?  What 
bird  will  take  my  message  to  him  ? 

Enter  Babil. 
DUET— Bab.  and  Bu.    (He'rold) 

Bu.  Babil,  where  art  thou  ?  hasten  to  me  ; 

Bijou  is  weary,  waiting  for  thee. 

Hark  !  there  are  footsteps, 

Someone  is  nearing. 

Whose  arms  enfold  me  ?  who 's  at  my  side  ? 
Bab.  Darling,  behold  me  here  at  thy  side ! 

Bu.  One  who  won't  leave  me,  whate'er  betide. 

Bab.  Never  to  leave  thee,  whate'er  betide. 

Both.  Farewell  to  fearing,  daylight  is  nearing; 

Through  life  together,  darling,  we'll  roam, 

Here  in  the  forest  making  our  home  : 

Clouds  are  now  for  ever  past, 

And  the  sun  shines  out  at  last. 
[at  end  of  Duet,  enter  the  Villagers,  Peasants  accompanied  by  Shepherds, 
Enter  Olaf,  an  old  goatherd.    All  greet  and  bring  him  forward. 
Bu.    Dear  father  Olaf,  you  have  come  to  give  me  away. 
Olaf.    Who  has  a  better  right  to  do  so  ?    Didn't  I  find  you,  an  infant, 
seventeen  years  ago,  in  poor  Launcelot's  hut  ? 

Bu.     Since  then  I  have  been  the  adopted  child  of  the  village. 
Olaf.     Such  a  blessing  has  she  been  to  us,  that  we  only  give  her  to  you, 
Babil,  on  condition  that  she  doesn't  leave  the  village;  tor  every  time  she  has 
wandered  beyond  the  forest,  some  terrible  misfortune  has  befallen  us. 
Bab.     I  ask  but  for  Bijou— happiness  will  follow. 
Olaf.     But  where  is  the  wedding  feast  ? 
Bu.    I  have  been  so  full  of  care,  I  forgot  all  about  it. 
Olaf.    Do  not  trouble.    Come,  Babil,  we  will  pluck  the  freshest  fruits— 
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Bu.    Ask  of  the  birds  their  sweetest  songs. 
Omnes.    And  I !     I'll  help  !     Come  away. 

[they  all  exeunt,  singing  and  dancing.    Bab.  strives  to  remain,  but  the 
girls  draw  him  away  from  Bn.'s  embrace. 

Bu.  (sola)  My  own — my  own  !  He  will  be  mine  to-day.  Oh  !  my  pretty 
squirrel,  you  have  a  rival  now.  As  we  grow  up,  we  get  other  pets.  And 
you,  my  pretty  love  birds,  you  will  not  fight  for  my  kisses  of  a  morning — they 
belong  to  another  now.  {clasps  her  hands)  Oh,  how  happy  I  am  !  What 
have  I  done  to  be  so  very,  very  happy?  (sits  by  the  fireside)  Everyone  is  so 
good  to  me;  and  they  believe  I  bring  a  blessing  upon  all  I  love.  Dear 
Babil,  shall  I  bring  a  blessing  to  you  ? 

[soft  music  as  she  gazes  thoughtfully  upon  the  fire. 


SONG—"  Faces  in  the  Fire."     (Herve) 

Faces  in  the  fire  oftentimes  I  see, 

Fiercely  some,  some  smiling,  gazing  upon  me; 

One  with  strange  expression,  sweet,  but  sad  and  mild, 

I  could  almost  fancy,  seems  to  say,  "  My  child." 

Daughter  of  the  fairest,  me  the  woodmen  call ; 
As  a  daughter  cherished,  loved,  I  am  by  all; 
Still,  one  vision  haunts  me,  waking  fancies  wild, 
The  face  which  in  the  fire  seems  to  say,  "  My  child." 
[after  song,  Skepsis,  Peagma,  Porthos,  and  Crassis  enter  at  back,  and 
come  down  unobserved  by  Bijou. 

Cras.    Behold  the  object  of  our  search. 

Omnes.  (save  Bu.)    Bijou  ! 

Por.    Yes,  but  seventeen  years  have  transformed  the  babe  into  the  woman. 

Skep.  (placing  her  hand  on  Bu.'s  shoulder)  Bijou,  attend  ! 

Bu.  (starting  up)  Who,  and  what  are  you  ? 

[Melodramatic  music  continued  lightly. 

Skep.  Skepsis,  King  of  the  Elves,  and  his  Queen,  Pragma,  come  to  the 
rescue  of  you  a  lost  fairy. 

Bu.  (amazed)  A  lost  fairy  ! 

Skep.  Your  mother,  Melusine,  reigned  in  fairyland,  but  loved  a  mortal, 
for  which  crime  she  is  dethroned,  and  in  durance. 

Prag.  We  come  to  reclaim  you  to  fairyland :  you,  Princess  Boyal  and 
heiress  to  the  throne. 

Bu.  (amazedly)  No  !  No !  I  do  not  believe  you.    Away ! 

Skep.  You  must  believe  us.  Behold  your  imprisoned  mother,  Melusine 
learn  from  her  the  truth. 

The  earth  opens,  Melusine  appears. 

Mel.  (embracing  Bu.)  Bijou,  my  child  ! 

Bu.    Mother — you  my  mother  ? 

Mel.  Yes,  your  mother,  Queen  Melusine,  suffering  the  cruel  fate  attending 
a  fairy  who  loves  a  mortal. 

Skep.     Know  also  that  a  fairy's  love  brings  death  to  the  human  lover. 

Pbag.  Kenounce  this  mortal,  wed  our  son,  and  share  the  throne  of 
fairyland. 

Mel.  Spurn  him  as  I  spurned  his  father — Without  my  fairy  regalia  they 
have  no  power — Go  search  for  them  Bijou,  my  crown  lies  in  the  sea,  my 
sceptre  in  the  earth,  and  my  robes  are  hidden  in  the  clouds, 
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Skep.    Vain  fool— succeed,  where  I  have  failed? 

Mel.  I  endow  Bijou  with  my  spirit— into  that  squirrel  I  throw  my  know- 
ledge,  unto  those  love  birds  I  bequeath  my  power. 

[Music.     Mel.  descends.     As  Buou  advances,  Skep.  touches  her  with 
wand  and  she  falls  senseless. 

Skep.    Away  to  Typocompos— say  Phassilis  is  here  disguised. 

[  Cras.,  Skep.,  Prag.  and  Port,  exeunt.    Wall  closes  in.     After  a  pause 
Bu.  rises. 

Bij.  Was  it  a  dream  ?  Fairies !  and  a  captive  who  said  she  was  my 
mother.  Dreaming,  (rubs  her  eyes)  Where  are  my  love-birds  ?  (takes  cage 
down)  Panting,  and  what  is  this  >    A  nest  of  little  golden  eggs,  what  means 


it! 


Enter  Mistigris,  as  squirrel. 
Mist.    I  am  free,  and  you'll  know. 


SONG— Mistigris   {Offenbach). 

Now  released  from  all  my  bondage, 

Knowledge  I  can  give  to  you  ; 
I  can  be  your  guide,  your  leader, 

You  will  find  my  words  are  true. 

Though  I  am  a  simple  squirrel, 

Nuts  you  soon  will  be  on  me, 
For  I've  wisdom,  and  that's  wanted 

Whene'er  folks  are  "  up  a  tree." 

'Tis  I,  Bijou ;  list,  pray  !  hark  to  me,  and  obey  ! 

Ah  !  list  now,  Bijou  dear,  and  my  good  tidings  hear ; 

Oh  !  do  not  me  gainsay ;  list,  pet,  and  me  obey. 

See  these  golden  eggs,  with  power  magic  is  each  one  endowed 

They  will  aid  in  peril's  hour,  when  you  are  beneath  a  cloud ; 

They  will  aid  you  to  recover  what  your  fairy  mother  lost; 

So  be  joyful  at  my  tidings,  though  by  fortune  you've  been  crossed. 

Then  kind  greeting  give  your  squirrel,  let  it  be  confessed, 

Wisdom  under  any  aspect  is  a  welcome  guest. 

Soft  gleams  of  past  happiness  your  heart  o'erpowers, 
Bringing  back  thoughts  of  your  childhood's  happy  hours ; 
Too  transient  was  the  light  that  shone  on  your  young  path, 
Your  mother,  'reft  from  you,  alas,  through  demon  wrath. 
Love  brings  back  a  passing  gleam 
Of  childhood,  like  a  happy  dream. 

Bu.    Why,  who  are  you? 

Mist.  Your  guardian  angel,  though  squirrel  formed.  To  me  your  mother 
entrusted  this  precious  gift  for  you.  (takes  nest)  Each  egg  is  charmed  and 
obeys  your  wish  when  broken. 

Bu.    What  shall  I  wish  for  ?    A  Wedding  Feast  and  a  Dress  of  Worth. 

She  throws  down  egg  which  explodes.      Bu.  frightened,  hides  herself 
and  reappears  in  wedding  dress. 

Bu.    My  first  wish  fulfilled— how  shabby  I  must  look  in  my  rustic  dress 
beside  that  grand  feast. 
Mist.    No — look ! 

[chair  turns  to  cheval  glass  in  wtych  Bj J,  looks.    Shouts  and  laughter  off. 
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Mist.  The  Prince  returns  to  you. 
Bu.  Prince!  My  Babil  a  Prince? 
Mist.     As  true  as  that  you  are  a  fairy. 

Enter  Babil,  Auri.,  Olaf,  villagers  and  girls  laden  with  gifts. 
Mist.    Accept  my  little  contribution  to  the  festivities. 

SONG  and  CHORUS— Mistigris. 

Mist.  Health  to  the  bridegroom  and  bride. 

Cho.  Viva ! 

Mist.  What  need  we  wish  then  beside  ? 

Cho.  Viva ! 

Mist.  In  the  forest  love  and  health, 

Give  us  happiness  and  wealth. 
They  have  love ;  what  would  they  more 
Than  of  health  an  endless  store  ? 
Viva! 
Omnes.  Health  to  the  Bridegroom  and  Bride.     Viva ! 

Love  with  them  ever  abide.     Viva  ! 
At  the  end  of  chorus  Typocomtos  Hydra  and  populace  appear  at  the 
doors  and  enter. 
Omnes.    Typocompos !  [Music. 

Hyd.    Spurned  for  a  beggar  girl— chain  them — In  the  wild  beast's  cage 
in  the  public  gardens  you  shall  enjoy  your  honeymoon. 
Bu.    Not  so  !  this  egg  shall  save  us— that  doom  be  yours. 

[throws  down  egg  which  explodes.    Bab.  Bu.  and  friends  laugh  at  the 
prisoners. 

CHORUS    (Htrold). 

Turned  are  the  tables  on  them, 

May  they  enjoy  themselves; 
With  putting  labels  on  them 

Keepers  employ  themselves. 
Feed  them  with  cakes, 

Feed  them  with  penny  buns, 
Thaugh  stomach  aches 

Oft  come  from  many  buns. 

Like  Bruins  in  their  cage, 

Do  they  wander  up  and  down ; 
Vain  is  their  rage  ; 

They'll  be  the  laughter  of  the  town. 

Scene  II. 
A    MOSSY    DELL. 
Enter  Babil  and  Bijou. 
Bu.    We  have  wandered  on  till  lost. 

Bab.    We  never  can  be  lost  with  love  to  guide  us,  it  is  the  pilot-star  of 
life,  that  shines  more  brightly  as  fate's  sky  grows  darker. 

DUET    (Suppe). 

Where  can  we  be  now  ? 
Where  are  we  now  ? 
Would  our  guide  from  these  doubts 
§opn  us  free  now, 
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Where  are  we  now  ? 

Oh,  hear  our  plea  now, 
And  direct  us  ;  we  thankful  will  he. 

Ease  this  doubt. 

Lead  us  out, 
For  our  pathway  we  can't  clearly  see. 

Enter  Mistigris  and  Auricomus. 

Bab.     Mistigris,  whore  are  we  ? 
Aur.     For  my  part  1  affirm  I'm  lost. 
Mist.     But  you  mustn't  "  affirm." 
Aur.    In  that  case  I'd  like  to  swear. 
Bu.     You  mustn't  do  that  either. 
Aur.     Then  I'll  take  a  big  hack  seat. 
Bab.     They  won't  let  you. 

Aur.    Then  I'll  publish  my  grievance  to  the  world.    It  pays,    or  I'm 
Radically  wrong. 
Mist.    This  is  the  home  of  Wanda,  spirit  of  the  waters,  I  will  invoke  her. 

QUARTETT    (F.  Clay.) 

Wanda  !  pure  spirit  of  the  waters  here, 

Thy  sister  of  the  earth  upon  thee  calls, 
Whether  disporting  in  some  fountain  clear, 

Or  leaping  down  the  river's  foaming  falls. 
Or  dreamily  upon  its  glassy  breast 

floating  beneath  the  willows, 
Or  bounding  laughingly  from  crest  to  crest 

Of  the  blue  deep  sea  billows. 
Appear !  appear  !  appear  ! 

Enter  Sunshower. 

Sun.  I  am  Sunshine,  Wanda's  handmaid.  Whilst  seeking  to  hide  the 
diadem  of  Melusine  in  a  submarine  cave,  Wanda  was  grasped  by  King  Octopus. 
The  crown  gave  him  power  to  depose  the  late  Kings  of  the  Ocean. 

Mist.  A  clue  is  gained,  we  must  to  sea,  conquer  the  Octopus  and  release 
Wanda. 

Aur.  Go  to  the  bottom  of  the  sea !  Isn't  that  lowering  oneself?  I 
never  did  go  down  with  the  people  as  an  idol.     "  What  do  you  sink  ?" 

Mist.     That  egg  shall  enable  Wanda  to  cast  off  the  yoke. 

Aur.    A  good  egg.    I  shouldn't  wander  if  it  did. 

Bab.    But  who  have  we  here  ? 

Enter  Pompano,  Chickaforach,  who  cry  off,  "  Froze  out,  froze  out !" 

Orz.    Your  fugitive  ministers,  sire. 

Pom.     Frozen  out  of  office. 

Omnes.     Froze  out,  froze  out ! 

Aur.  Stumped  out,  so  stumping  the  country.  Like  absent  stars  of  Erin 
— had  to  shoot  the  moon. 

Pom.    All  we  asked  was  a  fair  'earin'. 

Aur.  Don't  you  wish  you  may  get  it.  You  may  give  some  people  inches 
and  they  take  Parn-ells. 

Orz.    Inches  !     Land  Leagues  you  mean. 

Bu.     Enough  !     We're  now  in  league  to  win  back  the  regalia. 

Mist.    Hard  though  the  task  appear,  we  have  one  ally  unconquerable. 

Aur.    He  means  me. 

Mis.  No,  no,  I  speak  of  love,  youth's  faithful  henchman  against  time— 
e'en  death.     Turn  o'er  Life's  Hour  Glass,  and  own  I  have  not  erred. 

[waves  hand,  picture  discovered. 


IT 


THE  AGES  OF  LOVE. 

Illumined  by  the  Light  that  never  dims. 

Tableau  I. 

A  youth  clad  in  rude  shins  on  his  knees,  bending  to  a  maiden  in  drapery. 

Mis.     Our  earliest  lovers. 

Aur.     Oh,  that  won't  do  !     Where's  Adam  and  Eve. 
Mis.    There  are  certain  reasons  why  they  are  omitted  from  the  tableaux. 

Tableau  II. 
A  Knight  in  Armour  kneeling  to  lady. 
Aur.    Although  in  armour,  he  can't  steel  his  heart  against  the  fair. 
Tableau  III. 
Robin  Hood  kneeling  to  Maid  Marian. 
Aur.    A  forester.     I've  seen  'em  under  the  greenwood  tree  at  the  Crystal 
Palace. 

Tableau  IV. 
Lover  in  George  the  First's  dress.     Lady  in  hoops,  absurdly  large. 
Aur.     The  same  old  game  in  George  the  First's  time.     Observe  the  old 
Dutch  clock.     Hoop  la  ! 

Tableau  V. 

Romeo  and  Juliet. 
Aur.     The  Miss-Terry  (mystery)  of  love. 
Tableau  VI. 
An  ^Esthetic  Couple.    Man  offering  Lily. 

Aur.     The  ocean  makes  me  Wilde.     Sic  Oscar. 

{singing)  "  He  feels  just  as  happy  as  a  big  sunflower." 
Mis.     Despite  of  ridicule,  Love's  ever  held  its  sway. 

SEXTETT     (Suppe). 

Thus  Age  after  Age,  Love's  magnificent  river 

Flows  steadily  on  till  'tis  lost  in  Death's  sea  ; 

While  it  freshens  Life's  waste  and  of  boons  the  great  giver, 

Grants  none  half  so  precious  in  anv  degree. 

For  ever  on  earth  Love  will  reign  King  of  Passion, 

And  mere  earthly  rulers  will  be  far  above. 

Time  changes  our  morals,  and  manners,  and  fashion, 

But  time  cannot  change  the  supreme  sway  of  Love. 

Scene  III. 
CAVERN  OF  THE  OCTOPUS. 

Enter  Lobster  dragging  on  Ex-King  Cod,  and  other  fish. 

Lob.  Though  you  were  monarch,  things  have  changed  with  you,  ex-King 
Cod.     Octopus  the  long  armed  is  now  your  governor,  obey  him,  or,  or 

Cod.  I  shall  be  crimped.  I  know,  alas !  I'm  not  the  only  old  salt  that's 
fallen  a  victim  to  crimping. 

Lob.  Bah !  not  so  much  of  your  oyster  sauce.  Prepare  for  the  reception 
of  his  Octopean  majesty.  [exit  laughing  with  other  fish. 

Cod.  (weeping)  So  much  for  your  fishy  friends.  You  couldn't  find  fishier 
in  an  Aquarium.  [is  prostrate  with  grief. 

Enter  Wanda. 

Wan.  Do  not  despair ;  all,  even  I,  Wanda,  the  Spirit  of  the  Waters,  have 
to  serve  King  Octopus ;  but  only  till  Bijou  finds  the  robe,  crown,  and  sceptre 
of  Melusine. 

Cor.    You  give  me  comfort,  [trumpet, 
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SONG — Wanda — "  Spirit  of  the  wave  and  spray."    {Shield) 

Spirit  of  the  wave  and  spray, 
Through  the  deep  I  take  my  way  ; 
And  with  joy  I  trill  my  lay, 
Sweet  as  snowy  hloom  of  May. 
On  a  dolphin  oft  I  ride 
'Neath  the  brightly  flowing  tide ; 
While  a  sapphire  lighted  ray 
Follows  in  the  spirit's  way. 

The  spirit's  way. 
Spirit  of  the  wave  and  spray, 
Through  the  deep  I  take  my  way : 
And  with  joy  I  trill  my  lay, 
Sweet  as  snowy  hloom  of  May.    Ah  ! 
Brightly,  brightly  Wanda  takes  her  way. 

Her  joyous  way. 
Oft  I  rest  upon  the  sea, 
In  my  spirit's  artless  glee  ; 
Wbile  the  sea-gull  wild  and  free, 
Wond'ring,  circles  over  me. 
But  when  anger  shakes  my  form, 
Then  I  revel  in  the  storm  ; 
And  the  waves,  my  subjects  all, 
Rise  responsive  to  my  call. 

Spirit  of  the  wave,  etc.  [exeunt. 

Music.    Enter  Octopus. 

Oct.  Hither,  Cod,  with  our  M6nu  !  (re-enter  Cod  with  huge  bill  of  fare, 
scanning  bill)  Hullo!  this  diet's  too  finny ;  though  I'm  not fini-cel. 

Cod.    Alas  I  sire,  we're  out  of  fresh  biped. 

Oct.  Out  of  biped  ?  Nonsense !  See  that  four  humans  deck  -ur  table 
to-day,  or  you'll  lose  your  Cod's  head  and  shoulders. 

Cod.    I'm  always  in  hot  water.    Sire,  I  fly.  [exit. 

NEW   SONG— King  Octopus—"  The  wicked  Octopus."    (G.  Jacobi) 

You  have  heard  about  the  spider  and  the  fly,  that  silly  cuss, 
But  the  spider  isn't  in  it  with  the  long-armed  octopus ; 
Like  a  limpet  will  he  cling  to  you,  and  fasten  like  a  leech, 
You'll  only  waste  entreaties  if  you  get  within  his  reach. 

He's  a  gripper,  he's  a  ripper,  and  you  couldn't  do  much  wuss, 
Than  be  caught  in  the  embraces  of  the  wicked  octopus. 

Enter  Cjiassis,  Pragma,  Porthos  and  Skepsis. 

Oct.  Welcome  to  our  unfathomable  depths.  Fine  preserves  here.  Ship, 
wrecks  afford  us  noble  sport,  and  we  pull  down  scores  of  human  fish-eaters 
to  supyly  our  table. 

Prag.    The  race  of  mankind  is  our  common  enemy. 

Oct.  Then  you  shan't  go  on  short  commons.  And  now,  the  reason  of 
this  welcome  visit. 

Skep.    We  seek  the  hidden  diadem  of  Melusine,  late  Queen  of  Fairyland. 

Ocr.  Search  then  our  jewel-strewn  depths :  fish  think  nought  of  such 
baubles ! 

Cra.     Unto  Wanda,  the  Water  Spirit,  'twas  confided.    Where  is  she  ? 

Oct.  A  captive  in  my  cavern.  While  she  is  in  my  power,  1  wield  her 
influence. 

Prag.  (aside  to  Skep.)  Idiot !  'Tis  but  the  diadem  of  Melusine  that  gives 
him  power, 
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Por.  (aside)  Hush  !  that  known  and  he'll  never  part  with  it.  (aloud)  I 
say,  old  man,  Bijou  is  searching  for  it  as  well  as  ourselves. 

Oct.  She'll  never  find  it !  I'll  show  you  how  much  Wanda  is  in  my 
power,  (calls)  Wanda! 

Enter  Wanda,  chained. 
Oct.    Bow ! 
Wan.    I'll  only  bow  to  circumstances, — not  you. 

Enter  Lobster. 

Lob.  Great  sire,  a  ship  has  anchored  just  above,  and  three  human-beings 
are  descending. 

Oct.    Just  in  time  for  dinner. 

[egg  descends  on  stage  and  explodes,  Wanda's  chains  fall  off. 

Wan.    Be  not  too  sure  of  that.    'Tis  Bijou  ! 

Prag.  Aye,  'tis  she.  Pretend  to  aid  her  in  the  search,  but  first  secure 
that  traitress  Wanda. 

Oct.    This  cavern  shall  be  her  living  tomb.    Block  up  the  entrance,  and 
guard  it  well.     [Music.    Exeunt  all  save  Wan.     Crash,  as  of  falling  masonry. 
Wan.  (exultingly)  Thick-headed  fools !  the  prize  you  hold  so  dear, 
The  lost  crown  of  Melusine,  is  here ; 
Here  in  this  cave  'tis  safely  locked  with  me, 
Till  Bijou's  fairy  voice  sets  Wanda  free !  [exit. 


Scene  IV. 

THE     FOKEST     OF    ANEMONES. 

NEW  OYSTER  CHORUS.     (G.  Jacobi). 

We  are  oysters,  bivalves  sonorous, 
We  are  oysters,  gourmets  honour  us, 
Ancient  oysters,  years  have  gone  o'er  us, 
Bearded  oysters,  bold  and  bragging. 
See  with  glee  our  beards  are  wagging, 
Base  mankind  often  gollops  us, 
Ah,  poor  oysters,  fries  or  scollops  us, 
Yet  we  oysters  still  are  gay. 

Enter  Mistigris,  Babil,  and  Bijou. 

Mist.  The  marvellous  power  of  Bijou's  magic  egg  enables  us  to  live 
beneath  the  waves. 

Bu.    What  do  you  think  of  the  bed  of  the  ocean  ? 
Bab.    A  very  well  made  bed  indeed. 

Enter  several  Oysters  in  consternation,  followed  by  Torpedo,  who  carries  two 
oyster-shells. 

Aur.    Lovely,  delicious  !     I  never  tasted  finer  !     Nothing  a  dozen  too  ! 

Mist.  Monster !  What  have  you  done  ?  Surely,  not  swallowed  one  of 
the  inhabitants. 

Aur.  (horror-stricken)  Lor !  I  have  eaten  a  "  native ; "  it  never  struck  me 
in  that  light.    Hide  the  traces  of  my  crime. 

Enter  Cod,  Salmon,  and  other  fish. 

Sal.     Why,  may  I  be  kippered  if  there  be  not  four  human  beings. 
Cod.    Which  saves  my  head  !    Joy !     Secure  them. 

Mist.  Stay,  foolish  Cod,  we  come  to  release  Wanda,  and  restore  you  to 
power.    Is  Wanda  near? 
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Cod.  She's  ten  fathoms  btlow,  a  prisoner  in  the  monster's  cavern,  (music 
off')  Hark!  he  comes  ! 

Mist.    And  with  him,  Skepsis  and  Pragma  !  [Music  louder. 

Enter  Octopus,  Skepsis,  Pragma,  Porthos,  Crassis,  Queen  Turtle,  and 

fish  guards. 

MARCH     (F.  Clay). 

Oct.    Welcome  noble  strangers. 

Aur.  Sire,  behold  Phassalis  ninety-first  ruler  of  Lutctia  and  his  bride 
Bijou. 

Oct.  Charming,  (aside)  The  bride  will  make  a  souch6,  and  the  Prince  a 
ragout. 

Aur.  (aside)  Her  Majesty  Queen  Turtle  is  ogling  me.  (looks  at  Turtle) 
Ah!  with  a  little  milk  punch  what  a  pleasing  hour  I  could  pass  with  you. 

Bu.  We  come,  sire,  in  search  of  a  faithful  servant,  Wanda.  I  pray  yon 
release  her. 

Oct.     What  sort  of  a  flat  fish  do  you  take  me  for  ? 

Bu.     At  least  let  me  see  her. 

Oct,     Well,  if  you  go  without  your  friends. 

Por.  (to  Prag.,  aside)  Say  you  will  accompany  her. 

Prag.     I  will  go  with  her. 

Bu.     First,  Babil,  let  me  leave  my  life  with  you:  here  are  the  golden  eggs. 

Skep.  (to  Prag.)  Fool !  she  leaves  her  magic  power  behind. 

[Bu.  exits  ivith  Prag. 

Mist,  (to  Bab.)  Mischief  is  rife,  I'll  follow  them. 

Oct.  {to  Lob.)  Once  within  my  cavern,  shut  'em  up.  With  the  Spirit  of 
the  Waters,  and  the  Fairy  Queen  my  prisoner,  what  can  overturn  my 
monarchy.  [exit  Lob. 

Oct.  And  now  be  seated  on  this  couch  of  weed,  and  to  beguile  the  time 
come  ye  flying  fish  and  dolphins,  show  your  grace,  and  our  desire  to  honor 
our  noble  guests. 

BALLET  OF  FISHES.    (Music  by  A.  Adam) 

Re-enter  Mistigris. 

Mist.    Treason !  the  entrance  to  the  cavern  is  closed,  and  Bijou  is  captive. 

Bab.  (rising)  Monster,  this  has  been  done  by  your  commands. 

Oct.    Seize  them  all. 

Bab.    I  defy  your  power,  thus  I  release  both  your  prisoners. 

[throws  doicn  the  egg  which  explodes.     The  fish  guards  recoil  as  the  earth 
opens,  and  discovers  Wan.  and  Bu.     The  diadem  is  on  Bu.'s  head. 
Bab.  Aur.  Mist.    Saved  and  the  diadem  regained! 

FINALE— CHORUS    (F.  Clay). 

Octopus,  Skepsis,  Pragma,  Porthos,  and  Crassis. 
Out  of  the  ooze,  out  of  the  slime ! 

Come  all,  come  all ! 

That  creep  and  crawl ! 
Each  monster  maritime. 
To  arms  !     That  is  to  legs  and  claws. 

Bijou,  Babil,  Auricomus,  Mistigris,  and  Wanda. 
In  vain,  to  an  end  your  empire  draws, 
By  the  power  of  the  crown  of  the  Fairy  Queen, 
We  wrest  from  your  clutches  the  Realms  Marine. 

END  OF  ACT  I  J, 


ict  m. 

Scene  I..— GARDENIA. 
CHORUS  OF  FLOWERS  AND  DEW-DROPS      (G.  Jacobi). 
Roses  discovered. 
Roses.  We  were  waiting  for  the  dew-drops'  kiss, 

The  kiss  that  brings  new  life, 
And  wakes  us  to  a  world  of  bliss. 
With  joy  and  sunshine  rife. 
Dew-drops  enter,  and,  coming  down,  kiss  the  Roses. 

We  were  longing  for  our  Rose-buds  sweet, 

To  draw  us  from  above, 
And  make  the  floral  tie  complete, 
Best  symbol  of  true  love. 

After  Chorus,  enter  Cherry,  meeting  Forget-me-not,  they  embrace. 

Che.     My  darling  Forget-rae-not. 

For.     My  sweet  Cherry. 

Che.  Alas,  I  bear  bad  news.  Insurrection  is  in  our  midst.  Foreigners 
have  lately  been  imported  wholesale,  fruits  and  vegetables  from  foreign 
climates  have  introduced  their  revolutionary  doctrines  among  our  lower 
orders. 

For.     Who  told  you  this  ? 

Che.  The  Cabbage,  who,  though  a  vulgar  fellow,  has  a  good  heart;  this 
very  night  the  vegetable  revolution  will  break  out. 

For.    What's  to  be  done  ? 

Che.     Go,  wake  the  flowers,  and  warn  Queen  Camellia  of  her  peril. 

For.     Oh,  had  we  not  lost  our  good  genius,  the  Spirit  of  the  Earth. 

Enter  Mistigkis. 

Mis.    You  have  not,  she  is  here  ! 

Omnes.    Dear  Mistigris. 

Mjs.  Thanks,  thanks,  for  this  welcome,  but  it  is  not  altogether  undeserved, 
I  trust,  for  do  I  not  nourish  all  you  flowers  in  my  bosom,  before  you  have 
grown  sufficiently  to  hold  your  heads  up  in  the  world. 

SONG.  (Waltz)  Mistigris.     (Suppe) 
Mis.  Of  the  earth  I  am  the  guiding  fairy, 

O'er  the  flowers  I  keep  constant  watching, 

Every  bud  with  joy  I  see  unfold, 

It's  petals  fair,  and  blossoms  love  me  ; 

Of  the  earth,  etc.. 

O'er  the  flowers,  etc. 

And  the  shrubs,  and  mighty  trees  that  grace  the  earth, 

Are  all  my  care. 
Cho.  Hail  to  the  Queen  of  Earth. 

Mis.  Hail  to  my  subjects  all, 

Subjects  I  am  glad  to  meet, 

Blossoms  all  I  gladly  greet. 

A  gay  song  I'll  sing, 

A  song  full  of  joyfulness ; 

Joy  in  the  earth  so  fair, 

Joy  in  the  balmy  air, 

In  all  the  birds  and  flowers, 

In  sweet  refreshing  showers. 
Cho.  Hail  to  the  Queen,  etc. 

Mis.  Thanks,  thanks!  but  say,  have  Skepsis  and  his  wicked  Queen 
appeared  among  you  ? 

Che.  and  For.  No.  Some  strangers  have  arrived,  calling  themselves 
gardeners,  friends  I  think. 

Mis.    Ah  doubtless,  Skepsis,  Porthos,  and  Crassis  in  disguise.    Away. 

[exeunt  Omnes. 
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Enter  Babil. 
Bab.    Vainly  I  seek  for  Bijou.     What  mischance  could  have  parted  us  ? 
Bijou !    Bijou  !     Mine  own.     It  is  your  lover,  Babil,  who  calls. 

SONG.        (F.  Clay.) 
Oh,  what  were  life  if  not  for  love 

To  light  our  starless  way, 
That  glimpse  of  brighter  joys  above, 

That  best  and  choicest  ray  ; 
Love  is  the  sharpest  tend'rest  goad 

That  can  inspire  the  soul, 
And  urge  us  on  our  thorny  road, 

Until  we  reach  the  goal. 
0  what  were  life,  &c. 

With  one  true  heart  to  love  and  cheer, 

Tho'  'gainst  the  world  arrayed, 
Its  worst  of  ills  we  need  not  fear, 

We  need  not  be  dismayed, 
If  one  heart  beats  with  our  heart 

In  true  responsive  chord, 
Let  fortune  favour,  rank  depart, 

The  loss  we  can  afford. 
0  what  were  life,  &c. 

Enter  dressed  as  gardeners  SKErsis,  Porthos,  and  Chassis,  and  Chorus 

Skep.  Outrageous,  Queen  Camellia  daring  to  oppose  my  friends  the 
vegetables.     In  presence  of  tbeir  power  she  must  wither. 

Poii.  Forget  not  that  this  is  the  season  for  the  uprootal  of  vegetables  and 
should  you  appear  as  a  gardener,  you  will  only  make  these  roots  your 
enemies. 

Cba.    Nice  trouble  you'd  have  brought  on  us,  instantly  assume  some  other 


Skep.    Eight,  great  Enchanter,  what  disguise  then  shall  I  assume  ? 
Cbas.     Be  a  Tomato,  favourite  of  Vegetables,  that  goes  down  with  every- 
body now,  and  they'll  believe  in  your  sau9e. 
Omnes.    Yes,  yes,  a  tomato. 

Skep.    Meanwhile  at  any  rate  we  are  gardeners,  and  in  those  garbs  can 
play  the  spy. 

SONG  and  CHORUS— Skepsis.     (Suppe.) 
With  spade  and  hoe,  to  work  we  go, 
We  tillers  gay. 

Soon  buds  and  blossoms  springing, 
We'll  little  birds  set  singing. 
And  then  earth's  verdant  splendour. 
Our  labours  will  repay. 
Tra,  la,  la,  etc. 
Cho.  Tral,  la,  la,  la,  etc. 

After  refreshing  dew, 
Which  will  their  life  renew, 
The  fruits  of  earth  rise  gaily, 
And  gain  in  vigour  daily. 
Then  let's  to  work,  to  work,  to  work, 
And  labour  do  not  shirk. 
And  good  harvest  we  shall  see; 
Oh  what  a  beautiful  world  this  is, 
With  labour  to  make  us  gay. 
Enter  Auricomus,  Mistigris  and  Cheery. 
Aur.  (smacking  lijis)    That  turtle  was  lovely  !  in  fact,  reminded  me  of  the 

days  when  I  was  fat and  green.      During  our  flirtation,  I   asked  her 

"  which  was  her  favourite  capital?  "     She  replied  "  Tureen,"  capital,  indeed. 
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Mis.  Gourmet!  Our  Elfin  foes  are  on  the  scene;  even  now,  they  may 
have  unearthed  the  sceptre. 

Aur.  Tell  Azurine  to  send  your  brothers,  Rainfall,  through  the  ground. 
They  must  meet  with  some  of  Darwin's  Earthworms,  from  whom  we  can 
wriggle  out  the  Sceptre's  hiding  place. 

Mis.    Darwin ! 

Aur.  Don't  get  your  monkey  up,  he  comes  of  high  origin,  though  like 
other  old  families  his  ancestors  were  often  "  up  a  tree." 

Mis.     The  notion's  good,  and  I  forgive  you  the  turtle. 

Aur.  I  wish  it  would  forgive  me,  she  was  too  fond  of  me,  just  like  her 
sex,  I  showed  her  my  partiality,  and  now  I  can't  get  rid  of  her — T  say 
Cherry,  you  haven't  a  little  brandy  about  you  ? 

Enter  Queen  Camellia,  Forget-me-not,  Bijou,  Heliotrope,  Geranium, 
Pink,  Jonquil,  Heartsease  and  Lord  Butterfly. 

Queen  C.  Welcome  to  our  Flowery  Empire  (not  Chinese).  Butterfly, 
awake  my  subjects,  ask  flowers  and  buds  to  hear  the  joyful  news.  Bijou 
is  here. 

But.    I  fly  my  Queen ! 

Omncs.     The  giddy  thing. 

Aur.  I  don't  know  why  all  the  flowers  admire  him.  His  father  was  only 
a  caterpillar.     Never  mind,  he  represented  the  grub. 

Queen  C.  Has  no  flower  come  across  the  sceptre  ?  Reflect  -  consult  your 
roots. 

Aur.  (aside)  The  only  root  I  consult  is  the  root  of  all  evil — money.  Who 
don't  ? 

Mis.  I  know  'tis  buried  here  by  the  wealth  of  nature  gathered  on  this 
spot,  {calls)  Azurine ! 

Enter  Azurine,  (they  embrace). 

Aur.    Don't  frivol — frovol — fraval 

Azu.     Queen  Camellia,  we  are  your  love  slaves.  [hneels. 

Aur.  Then  chuck  up  reverence.  The  Gnome  King's  on  the  track  of  the 
Sceptre. 

Bu.    Mistigris,  search  your  domain,  the  earth. 

Mis.  I  go,  I  go 

To  search  each  cranny  of  the  earth  below.  [sinks. 

Azu.  And  I  into  the  clouds  above  will  rise, 

And  send  a  million  drops  of  rain  as  spies, 
To  search  the  underground  in  every  nook, 
And  bring  me  their  report  unto  the  brook.  [exit. 

Che.  to  Queen  C.     One  word  Queen your  throne  is  assailed. 

Queen  C.     The  leader? 

Che.     Potato  !     Better  known  as  Agi-Tatur. 

Queem  C.  Agi  Tatar!  That  low-born  democratic  esculent,  who's  not 
worth  his  salt  or  his  parings  !  I'll  crush  him  back  into  the  earth,  Argus- 
eyed  though  he  be.     To  think  of  him  is  irfra  dig. 

Enter  Stag-Beetle  and  Grasshopper. 
Stag-B.     Madam,  the  whole  kitchen  garden's  in  revolt — 
Grass.    You  have  not  a  moment  to  lose.    We  have  just  left  the  parsley 
bed. 

Enter  Dragonfly. 

Dra.     Fly  Madam,  their  forces  are  at  hand 

Queen  C.     This  insurrection  no  one  could  forsee  —I've  no  allies. 

Enter  Queen  Bee. 
Queen  B.   You  quite  forget  Queen  Bee. 
AIL  Queen  Bee  ! 

Queen  B.    Upon  my  hive  you  may  depend, 

The  bees  their  honey  blossoms  will  defend.        [buzzing  heard  off, 
Bu.  Hark,  all  the  air's  alive  with  buz/  and  hum. 

Queen  B.     Tis  my  impatient  bodyguard ;  they  come. 
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Re-enter  Grasshopper. 
Grass.    The  Vegetables  are  upon  us. 

Queen  C.     Not  long  shall  they  rear  their  vulgar  heads — we'll  cut  them 
off,  root  and  branch.      Flowers,  close  your  leaves,  retire  into   your  native 
defences.     We'll  spoil  them— they  shall  be  underdone.     Form  in  your  most 
killing  attitudes.     Death  or  Victory  ! 
Queen  B.     Protect  the  Queen  Camellia.     Watch  and  Ward, 

And  round  her,  flowers,  form  a  bodyguard.  [exeunt  all. 

Enter  Bijou. 

Bu.  This  insurrection  in  the  Floral  realms  recalls  to  me  the  disturbance 
in  my  own  mind.     Where  is  Babil  ?     Oh,  would  he  were  by  my  side ! 

SONG.— Buou.     "  Love-light."    (Suppe) 

Though  gloom  casts  shadows  around  us, 

Though  fate  upon  us  may  frown, 

Yet  never  should  we  be  cast  down, 

For  love  will  meet  with  its  crown  ; 
True  faith  for  ever  has  crowned  us. 
'Tis  nought  can  alter  his  reign, 

For  trustful  to  the  better  end, 

Our  faith  shall  ever  solace  lend. 
Despite  all  bitter  disdain,  ah ! 
Love-light  can  conquer  all  pain.  [exit. 

Enter  Auricomus. 
Aur.  Those  bees  and  wasps  not  minding  their  own  buzziness,  deserve 
stinging  remarks.  Their  trying  to  make  a  hive  of  me  was  not  honey  comb 
il  faut.  I  fancy  there's  a  wasp  up  my  back,  and  I'm  sure  I've  a  bee  in  my 
bonnet.  The  angry  vegetables  too  are  growing  nearer.  I  wish  they  were  all 
uprooted.  Bees  on  one  side,  hot  potatoes  on  the  other,  either  of  them  as 
disagreeable  as  the  nasty  folks  you  meet  with  every  day. 

NEW  SONG.— Auricomus.— Topical.    (G.JacoM). 

[exit. 
Enter  Agi-Tatur  Cucumbers,  Cabbages,  Turnips,  Onions,  ArticJiokcs,  Pears, 
Asparagus,  last  of  all  Skefsis  disguised  as  a  Tomato. 

VEGETABLE  CHOEUS. 

We  are  a  "  growing  family,"  the  best  e'er  looked  upon, 
A  rising  family  when  Spring  her  garb  is  pleased  to  don, 
Upon  all  "  mushroom  families  "  we're  down,  they  plainly  see, 
They  grow  too  fast  for  us,  though  we're  a  growing  familee.    [repeat. 

Enter  Skepsis,  Porthos,  and  Crassis  disguised. 

Ske.  In  the  name  of  the  Tomato  family  let  me  thank  you  for  this  recep- 
tion. Our  day  has  dawned.  No  more  the  vegetables  and  fruits,  the  chief 
supporters  of  the  human  race,  shall  be  thrust  into  the  background.  Vegeta- 
bles  shall  not  "  go  to  pot." 

All.  {enthusiastically)  No,  no. 

Ske.  The  flowers  enjoy  the  places  of  honour.  They  are  carried  on  the 
breast  of  beauty,  but  they  may  carry  on  too  far. 

All.     They  may,  they  may  ! 

Agi.  (bringing  doion  Onions  from  ranks)  Talk  of  the  perfume  of  the  violet, 
look  at  his,  yet  he,  the  soul  of  soup,  the  chief  resource  of  sauce,  is  disdained 
— ridiculed. 

Ske.     That  Onion  brings  tears  into  my  eyes.  [weeps. 

[Agi.  jumping  on  stump  and  knocking  over  Skepsis. 

Agi.     Justice  for  Ireland. 

Onion.    You  are  not  in  order. 


as 

Agi.  To  the  divil  with  your  order.  Two  hundred  years  ago  I  was 
brought  from  Ameriea,  I  wish  I  had  never  left  there. 

All.     Hear Hear!    So  do  we. 

Agi.     When  you  hear  that  I've  been  mashed 

Sxep.     Oh  bother  your  private  affairs. 

All.     Right,  right— Question — Order! 

Agi.  (excitedly)  I  won't  be  put  down. 

0 nines,  (pulling  him  down)  You  will! 

Skep.  Our  cause  that  has  sprouted  from  the  bed  of  truth  is  ripe. — 
Attack  ! 

Enter  Mistigris  with  Sceptre. 

Mis.  Forbear!  foolish  roots,  weak  leaves,  list  to  your  friend,  the  Spirit  of 
the  earth,  you  are  dupes  of  that  red  stranger,  Tomato,  and  his  party,  {points 
to  Skep.)  seeking  the  magic  sceptre,  they  clothe  their  purpose  under  the 
advocacy  of  that  much  abused  word — Freedom. 

Skep.  Down  with  her.  (Porthos  and  Elves  enter  and  rush  forward.)  Let 
her  rejoin  herRoyal  Mistress,  Melusine. 

[Mis.  waves  the  sceptre,  all  crouch  doivn. 

Mis.  Your  power  is  nought.  Begone,  you  and  your  elves.  Fly,  darkness, 
too.     Come  light,  sweet  nature  wake  to  greet  Bijou. 

[exeunt  omnes  save  Mis.     Scene  changes  to 

Scene  II.— FLORALIA. 
NEW    SONG.— Mistigris.    (G.  Jacobi) 

From  out  their  beds  the  blossoms  sweet 

For  Bijou  fair  arise, 
And  dainty  violets  at  her  feet 

Lift  lovingly  their  eyes. 
The  haughty  tulip  bows  its  head  ; 

The  rose  and  lily  gay 
Blush  glowingly,  as  if  they  said, 

"  We  welcome  thee  to-day." 

Enter  Spring,  preceded  by  a  Chorus  of  children  in  pale  green  suits. 
CHORUS.— Swung.    (J.  Riviere). 

Spring  !  Spring !  Gentle  Spring  ! 

Youngest  season  of  the  year, 
Hither  haste,  and  with  thee  bring 

April  with  her  smile  and  tear, 
Hand  in  hand  with  jocund  May, 
Bent  on  making  holiday. 
With  thy  daisy  diadem, 

And  thy  robe  of  brightest  green, 
We  will  welcome  thee  and  them, 

As  you've  ever  welcomed  been. 

GRAND  BALLET  OF  FLOWERS  AND  BUTTERFLIES  (The  Seasons). 
(Music  by  G.  Jacobi). 

END    OF   ACT   III. 


ACT    IV. 

Scene  1. 

THE    END     OF    THE     EARTH. 

Enter  Mistigms,  Babil,  Bijou,  Wanda,  and  Azurine,    Bijou  has  sceptre 
and  diadem.     They  are  in  a  Gondola. 

Mist.  Courage  !  ray  task  is  done  !     Behold  me  stand 

Upon  the  Globe's  verge.     See,  the  busy  land, 
And  ocean  wide,  outstretched  below  us  lie ; 
Above  us  overspreads  the  silent  sky. 
Here  ends  ray  realm,  and  here  doth  thine  begin, 
My  sister  spirit,  fairest  Azurine. 

Bu.  We'll  soar  the  skies. 

Bab.  Above  the  clouds  we'll  float. 

Azu  (to  Bu.)  One  of  your  magic  eggs  has  built  a  boat ; 
A  winged  gondola  in  which  we'll  rise 
Amongst  the  stars,  and  navigate  the  skies. 

Bab.  Say  where  in  space  the  royal  robes  we'll  find? 

Enter  Aerolite. 

Aeb.  The  robes  are  in  the  moon,  borne  by  the  wind, 

Upon  our  mountains  by  a  whirlwind  cast, 
From  thence  unto  a  peasant-girl  they  passed ; 
Vain  Fortinbrasse,  who,  from  that  fatal  hour, 
Rose  from  her  low  estate  to  princely  power — 
Upsetting  laws  and  customs — so  they  say. 

Mist,  (in  prow  of  hoat)  Her  Highness  Bijou's  carriage  stops  the  way. 

Tableau. 

[showing  the  moon  grown  larger. 

Bu.  The  moon,  how  pure,  how  lovely,  like  a  bride. 

Azu.  As  virgin  of  the  skies  she's  deified. 

Mist.  Around  the  planet  two  great  zones  there  be  ; 

We  enter  now  the  zone  of  melody. 

BARCAROLE.    (Semet) 

Up  !  up  !  the  blue  ether  cleaving, 

Amid  the  bright  stars  we  go, 
Till  the  dusky  earth  we're  leaving, 

Itself  like  a  star  shall  show. 
Though  clouds  gather  round  us,  and  near  us, 

No  gloom  o'er  our  hearts  they  throw; 
We  have  hope  in  our  breasts  to  cheer  us, 

And  love  which  no  fear  can  know. 
Our  cause  is  the  cause  of  all  mortals, 

Who  love  fairyland  and  its  lore  ; 
Our  task  to  re-open  the  portals 

Of  the  palace  they  Hocked  to  of  yore. 
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Behold  how  still  hnghter  and  brighter 

Our  globe  is  beginning  to  glow  ; 
Ah,  would  that  it  looked  far  lighter 

To  many  we've  left  below. 
Of  stars,  while  they  gaze  on  a  cluster, 

And  envy  the  dwellers  therein, 
Who  can  say  that  beneath  all  that  lustre 

There  is  not  much  sorrow  and  sin; 


Scene  II. 
THE     MOUNTAINS     OF     THE     MOON. 

Enter   Peagma. 

Pea.  My  imps  inform  me  that  Mistigris  and  Wanda  are  here  before  us. — 
The  Magic  Eggs  forestall  our  plans  at  every  turn.  Should  they  really  be 
here,  aud  Bijou  recover  the  robes,  all  will  be  lost.  Ah  !  they  come  ;  I  must 
away  to  Skepsis  and  tell  him  of  this  new  misfortune.  [exit  Pea. 

Enter  Mistigeis,  Auricomus,  Babil,  Bijou,  and  Wanda. 

Mist.  We're  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon,  and  near ; 

The  Robes  lie  in  the  Silver  City  here. 
Bij.  Once  in  my  grasp  our  patient  quest 's  completed. 

Enter  Chassis,  Skepsis,  Peagma,  and  Poethos. 
Skep.  No,  no,  we're  here  and  so  your  scheme's  defeated. 

Enter  Azueine. 

Azu.  (to  Evil  Powers)  Fly  hence,  your  evil  power  is  overthrown. 

[pointing  to  Bu. 
Fortenbrasse  holds  the  robes  for  you  alone. 

Skep.     If  o'er  the  fairies,  pow'r  now  flits  away, 
On  earth  the  rule  of  evil  yet  holds  sway. 

[music.    Exeunt  Cea.  Poe.  Skep.  and  Pea.  b. 
Mist.     Our  goal  is  won,  our  journey  done. 

[exeunt  Omnes 

Scene  III.— THE    SILVER    CITY    OF    ATAIANTES. 
CHORUS—"  Old  Men  of  the  Moon's  Chorus."    (Lecocq.) 

We  were  once  men  of  the  moon, 

Now  in  it  we  only  lodge, 
We  got  married,  and  too  soon 

Found  out  Mrs,  Luna's  dodge. 
We  were  brilliant  fellows  when 

We  first  won  ber  with  our  light, 
But  since  we've  been  married  men, 

She's  eclipsed  us  quite. 
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Enter  AMAZONIAN  ARMY    (Riviere  and  Piefke). 

Chorus  in  praise  of  Fortenbrasse. 

Enter  Fortenbrasse. 

Enter  Azurine. 

Azu.     Bijou  awaits  -without. 

For.  We  know  her  aim. 

She  comes  the  lost  regalia  to  olaim 

With  her  for  Queen,  the  loss  I'll  not  deplore, 

Right  willingly  will  I  the  robes  restore. 

Enter  Mistigris,  Wanda,  Babil,  Bijou,  and  Auricomus. 

Mist.  Your  end's  attained,  you  can  all  ills  withstand, 

At  last  reigns  Bijou— Queen  of  Fairyland. 
Bab.     Thanks.  Fortenbrasse  ;  this  kindness  you'll  Dot  rue. 
Bu.      Dear  Mistigris,  Oh  !  how  can  I  thank  you  ? 

MARCH,    EVOLUTIONS,   and    FINALE. 

/.  Riviere, 

Glory  to  fairyland,  hail  to  the  hour, 

Of  the  good  fairies  restoration, 
With  the  crown  of  fame,  the  sceptre  of  power, 
And  the  robes  of  imagination. 
Glory  to  Fairyland,  faithful  fays  avenge  the  degradation 
Of  your  charming  stories,  your  magic  lays  of  the  world  the  admiration. 


J , . 
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